I4       MY LADY OF ORANGE

I stood silent, if Breuthe fell there was
nothing left

44 Will you take the risk ? " he said
quietly , his steady eyes fixed themselves
on me

" I will take the nsk of Alva's worst/'
I answered slowly Call it folly if you
will, you who never saw William, the first
Stadtholder I was looking into his eyes

He smiled

" Alva lies before Breuthe town , hang
on his rear, cut off his convoys, let him
never rest Is that to your liking ? "

" I accept/' said I

The Prmce wrote for a moment and
spaive me a parchment

" I trust your honour/' he said

" And I pledge it/' I answered.

And the next morning we rode away
from Delft, trusted deserters, three hundred
men to fight fourteen thousand I, John
Newstead, captain of lances, came forth
to pit myself against Ferdinando of Alva,
the greatest soldier in Europe There was
one of us that had cause enough to regret
iny audience of Orange